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Summary:
He thought he was past this insomnia bullshit already. You would think finally not having to look over your shoulder every moment would mean he could sleep better. But no, he was sleeping worse than ever. Even right now, he was tired, his pillow was uncomfortable and his left arm was numb. He looked down to the cause of his numb arm.

Ashley, his sister, sleeping next to him. Using his arm like the stuffed rabbit she had as a kid.

Work Text:
Andrew woke in the dark. A labored sigh escaped his lips as he looked at the alarm clock next to him.

5 AM

He thought he was past this insomnia bullshit already. You would think finally not having to look over your shoulder every moment would mean he could sleep better. But no, he was sleeping worse than ever. Even right now, he was tired, his pillow was uncomfortable and his left arm was numb. He looked down to the cause of his numb arm.

Ashley, his sister, sleeping next to him. Using his arm like the stuffed rabbit she had as a kid. With great care, Andrew slowly wrested his arm free, ignoring the pang of guilt he felt when he saw her face frown in her sleep. As the feeling returned to his arm, he took a moment to softly caress her face. She smiled and leaned into his hand.

He sat up carefully, so as to not jostle her even more than he already did and began to dress himself. Devoid of the covers, Andrew winced as the brisk morning air briefly aggravated the scratches on his back. Reaching an arm back, Andrew felt the many raised lines that decorated his back. Ashley had done a number on him. But then, she always did.

Unable to find his boxers, Andrew resigned to simply wearing his jeans from the night before. Standing up, he padded his pockets, feeling the familiar outline of his cigarette case. He took a moment to appreciate his surroundings. The new place’s layout was a bit too familiar to their parent’s place for his liking but he was starting to grow used to it. Clothes, both Ashley’s and his, were strewn about, making a trail from the front door to their bed. Andrew smiled. Yesterday had been a good day, and an even better night.

Making his way to the balcony door, Andrew carefully slid the sliding door open just enough so he could squeeze through. Sparing a glance back, Andrew confirmed that Ashley was still sleeping soundly, if not a little more lonely and closed the door.

One thing they had, that their parents didn't have, was a view. Andrew leaned out on the railing as he put a cigarette in his mouth and took in the view. Deep gray storm clouds and dull brown sand, mostly devoid of needles, stretching out to a turbulent ocean. The brisk ocean air mixing with the smell of coming rainfall gave Andrew pause as he lit his cigarette.

“How much of a pretentious douche do I look like right now?”

The question, originally rhetorical, was answered by the sliding of the door behind him. Andrew turned to look and saw Ashley, nude save the blanket she was using as a makeshift shawl.

“Lets see… tall, dark and handsome. Smoking on a balcony. Talking to himself. No shirt . And going commando, I take it?”

“How did you-” Andrew tried to interject, before being cut off by a pair of black boxers being thrown at his face.

“I’d say you’re a certified creep!” Ashley beamed

Andrew furrowed his brows in annoyance and was prepared to give a quick “fuck off” before Ashley forced herself under his arm. Giving a light shiver she looked up at him and gave him a sweet smile.

“And that’s before we get into the sister-fucking”

A beat passed. Andrew looked down at his sister with an unimpressed expression and she returned with a shit eating grin.

“...”

“Pfttt! Hahahaha!”

Andrew’s taciturn expression cracked as he brought Ashley’s giggling face into his chest. Leaning down he buried his nose in her hair before tilting her head to face him. Resting his forehead to her’s he stared into her pink eyes and responded.

“I guess I’m hopeless, huh?”

Staring back into his own green eyes Ashely wrapped her arms behind Andrew’s neck, enveloping them both under the blanket. Andrew’s eyes instinctually darted down to her exposed skin. A deep satisfaction filled him as he registered the bites and nips he was responsible for.

“Not completely hopeless.” Ashley said as she began to tip toe up closer to his face “After all, I hear your sister’s pretty cute”

Andrew closed the distance and kissed her. Gently at first, before opening his mouth as she began to get more aggressive. His hands were grazing along her thighs before she suddenly pushed away from him

“Ugh!” she retched “It's like making out with an ashtray!”

Andrew’s arousal quickly dissipated as the mood was gone. Ashley slid open the door and was back inside. Taking another drag he looked back at the sea.

Only to be startled by shrill screaming behind him.

“THROW THAT SHIT OUT AND GET YOUR ASS BACK IN BED! Ashley screamed as she slammed the door.

Andrew looked back at his cigarette pensively before being interrupted yet again.

“AND BRUSH YOUR GODDAMN TEETH BEFORE YOU GET FRISKY WITH ME!”

With yet another slam, Andrew was alone yet again. Flicking the rest of his cigarette into the sand Andrew turned to make his return inside.

Maybe it was time to stop smoking.